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Life became more rushed and feverish and people
moved more swiftly from on$ book to another, like bees
flitting from flower to flower,
"They're beginning to talk about us," said Vesovshchi-
kov, "They'll start rounding us up soon."
"A herring was born to land in a net," observed the
khokhol.
The mother grew fonder of him every day. When he
called her "nenko" it was as if an infant's soft hand had
caressed her cheek. If Pavel was busy on a Sunday, the
khokhol would chop the wood. One day he arrived with
a board over his shoulder, and, taking up the hatchet, he
quickly and skilfully built a new porch step to replace
the one that had rotted away. Another time he just as
inconspicuously mended the sagging fence. He always
whistled some beautiful sad tune as he worked.
"Let's take the khokhol in as a lodger," she said to her
son one day. "It'll be better for both of you—you won't
have to be running to each other's houses,"
"Why should you make things harder for yourself?"
answered Pavel with a shrug of his shoulders.
"Nonsense," she said. "All my life's been hard for no
good reason. Let it be hard for the, sake of a good man
like him."
"Just as you say,"  said her son.  "I'll be glad if he
comes."
So the khokhol came to lodge with them.
VIH
The little house on the outskirts of the settlement
attracted attention; dozens of ferret eyes tried to bore
through its walls* The spotted wings of rumour fluttered
excitedly above it People tried to scare out the some-
thing mysterious they felt to be lurking within the house
on the edge of the embankment. At night they peeped
through the windows and sometimes even tapped on the
pane, only to dart away in fright*

